5S                 JACOB'S ROOM

rocked, and the trees rocked, and the white
dresses and the white flannel trousers drew out
long and wavering up the bank.

" Oh-h-h-h -1 "    He sat up, and felt as if a
piece of elastic had snapped in his face.

" They're friends of my mother's," said
Durrant. " So old Bow took no end of trouble
about the boat."

And this boat had gone from Falmouth to
St. Ives Bay, all round the coast. A larger boat,
a ten-ton yacht, about the twentieth of June,
properly fitted out, Durrant said . . .

" There's the cash difficulty," said Jacob.

" My people'll see to that," said Durrant (the
son of a banker, deceased).

" I intend to preserve my economic in-
dependence," said Jacob stiffly, (He was getting
excited.)

" My mother said something about going to
Harrogate," he said with a little annoyance,
feeling the pocket where he kept his letters.

41 Was that true about your uncle becoming
a Mohammedan ? " asked Timmy Durrant.

Jacob had told the story of his Uncle Morty
in Durrant's room the night before.

" I expect he's feeding the sharks, if the truth